THE IRON BAR                                1057
proaching the little table in front of the two men, with the tum-
bler of pallid gold in his hand, he saw them shaking hands.
"Mother sez 'tis ten shillingses, Sir, if you please," he whis-
pered, as he put Our Special down. It was Mr. Toller's turn to
look surprised when he saw the great handful of silver emerge
from his companion's trouser-pocket.
"Bring us another glass, my lad," said Owen Evans gravely.
Young Cantle went off with the money and returned with the
glass. He was too hypnotised by what he saw to turn away till
Mr. Evans had poured half the drink into this empty receptacle
and pushed it towards the tramp.
"Off with you, lad! This isn't ginger pop, or I'd treat you to
some too.."
When Elphin's figure was swallowed up in the smoke-obscured
crowd of labourers, Mr. Evans lifted his glass and nodded to his
companion to do the same. It was not often that what he quaffed
made Mr. Codfin choke; but the man gasped and spluttered like
a woman in his attempt to despatch Our Special at one gulp. As
for Mr. Evans he kept murmuring some queer Welsh syllables of
carnal approval as he sipped and sipped and sipped at this an-
cient sack.
"In ... the same . . . boat . . . Codfin," he repeated, al-
lowing his eyes, with a terrible gleam in them, to xe&t upon the
other's, over the rim of his glass.
There is a danger-instinct in trampish murderers, imbecile
thieves, and rural degenerates, which holds out antennae of
warning more responsive than the petal-edges of sensitive plants.
Had there been the faintest smell of the official, of the normal-
respectable, of the moralistic, of the legal, about Mr. Evans, Cod-
fin would have drawn in his horns and been dumb as a deep-sea
fish. There was the devil's own luck too about this encounter in
that the noisy buzz of talk around them and the fact that their
fellow-topers were all the simplest and roughest type of labouring-
men rendered their intercourse as safe and private as if it had
been held inside Gwyn-ap-Nud's Stone Tower, on the top of the
Tor* It was of this tower that the tramp began soon to murmur,
as his wits seethed up into savage confidence under the fumes of
the Drink Perilous.